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Chapter 1: The Mystery of the Vanishing Pumpkin
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	When eight-year-old Oliver moved into the little blue house on Maple Street, he liked almost everything about it.

	He liked his new bedroom under the sloping roof. He liked the enormous maple tree in the backyard. He even liked the strange creaking sound the stairs made every night.

	There was only one thing he didn't like.

	The house next door.

	It had been empty for years. Its garden was overgrown, one shutter hung crookedly from a window, and every evening a pale light appeared in the attic.

	“Probably an old lamp,” Dad said.

	“Or a ghost,” Oliver whispered.

	Halloween was only three days away, which made the idea seem even more possible.

	That afternoon, Oliver walked past the empty house on his way home from school.

	Something caught his eye.

	A giant orange pumpkin sat on the front steps.

	It was the biggest pumpkin Oliver had ever seen.

	Someone had carved a wide, silly smile into it, and two round eyes looked toward the street.

	Oliver smiled.

	“That's strange.”

	The house was supposed to be empty.

	He walked closer.

	There was a small wooden sign beside the pumpkin.

	PLEASE DON'T TOUCH.

	Oliver immediately stepped back.

	“I wasn't going to.”

	He turned toward home.

	Then he heard a noise.

	Scrape.

	Oliver looked around.

	Nothing.

	Scrape.

	The pumpkin moved.

	Oliver stared.

	“No way.”

	The pumpkin slowly rolled down one step.

	Then another.

	Oliver's mouth dropped open.

	The pumpkin rolled across the sidewalk and disappeared behind a tall bush.

	Oliver ran home.

	That evening, he told Dad what he had seen.

	“A pumpkin rolled away by itself?”

	“Yes!”

	“Maybe the ground isn't level.”

	“Dad, it went around a bush.”

	Dad smiled.

	“Maybe a squirrel pushed it.”

	“A squirrel?”

	“A very strong squirrel.”

	Oliver wasn't convinced.

	The next morning, he hurried outside before breakfast.

	The pumpkin was gone.

	He checked the front steps.

	Nothing.

	He checked the sidewalk.

	Nothing.

	Then he noticed something orange near the maple tree in his backyard.

	The pumpkin.

	Oliver walked over slowly.

	There it was.

	Right beneath the tree.

	“How did you get here?”

	He looked around.

	Nobody was there.

	Oliver examined the grass.

	There were tiny marks in the dirt.

	He followed them.

	The marks went from the pumpkin toward the fence.

	Then they stopped.

	Oliver scratched his head.

	That afternoon, he told his friend Mia about the mystery.

	“You think the pumpkin moved by itself?”

	“I know it did.”

	Mia crossed her arms.

	“Then we need evidence.”

	“Evidence?”

	“For our investigation.”

	Oliver liked the sound of that.

	They made a list.

	Mystery Pumpkin Investigation

	Find where the pumpkin starts.

	Watch it.

	Follow it.

	Discover who is moving it.

	That evening, they hid behind the maple tree.

	The pumpkin was back on the neighbor's steps.

	Oliver held a flashlight.

	Mia held a notebook.

	They waited.

	Five minutes passed.

	Then ten.

	Then twenty.

	Oliver's legs began to hurt.

	“This is boring,” Mia whispered.

	Suddenly—

	Scrape.

	They both froze.

	The pumpkin moved.

	It rolled slowly down the steps.

	Mia grabbed Oliver's arm.

	“Look!”

	The pumpkin rolled across the sidewalk.

	But it didn't stop.

	It kept going.

	Straight toward the empty house.

	Oliver and Mia followed quietly.

	The pumpkin rolled around the side of the house.

	Then they heard something.

	Scratch.

	Scratch.

	Scratch.

	Oliver pointed his flashlight.

	A small orange paw appeared from behind a bush.

	Then another.

	A little raccoon crawled out.

	It had been pushing the pumpkin.

	Mia covered her mouth to stop herself from laughing.

	“The scary ghost was a raccoon!”

	Oliver grinned.

	But then the raccoon did something unexpected.

	It pushed the pumpkin toward a broken wooden door.

	The door opened slightly.

	Oliver looked at Mia.

	“That's weird.”

	They followed the raccoon inside.

	The room was dusty, but not frightening.

	Old Halloween decorations covered the walls.

	There were boxes of fake cobwebs, paper bats, costumes, and dozens of pumpkins.

	On a small table sat an old photograph.

	Oliver picked it up.

	It showed a little boy standing beside the same enormous maple tree.

	On the back was a note.

	To whoever finds this: Please look after the house and its Halloween pumpkins.

	Mia looked around.

	“Someone must have lived here a long time ago.”

	Oliver nodded.

	Then they heard a noise upstairs.

	Tap.

	Tap.

	Tap.

	Oliver and Mia looked at each other.

	“Maybe we should leave,” Mia whispered.

	Before they could move, a tiny voice came from above.

	“Are you looking for the pumpkin?”

	Oliver nearly dropped the photograph.

	A little old woman appeared at the top of the stairs.

	She smiled.

	“Grandma?”

	Mia whispered.

	The woman laughed.

	“My name is Mrs. Green. I live across town now. I come here every Halloween to decorate the house.”

	“But we thought it was empty,” Oliver said.

	“It mostly is.”

	She pointed toward the raccoon.

	“But that little troublemaker has been stealing my pumpkins every year.”

	The raccoon squeaked.

	Mrs. Green laughed.

	“He likes them.”

	Oliver looked at the giant pumpkin.

	“So it wasn't a ghost?”

	“Nope.”

	“Or a witch?”

	“Nope.”

	Oliver smiled.

	“Just a raccoon?”

	“Just a very determined raccoon.”

	On Halloween night, Oliver helped Mrs. Green decorate the empty house.

	They placed pumpkins along the steps, hung paper bats from the porch, and filled the windows with glowing lanterns.

	The raccoon watched from the bushes.

	Then, just before the children arrived, it pushed the giant pumpkin onto the front steps.

	Oliver laughed.

	“I think he's helping.”

	Mrs. Green smiled.

	“Perhaps he is.”

	Soon, children filled Maple Street.

	They stopped at the empty house and stared at the enormous pumpkin.

	“Wow!”

	“That's the biggest pumpkin ever!”

	Oliver stood beside Mrs. Green.

	Nobody knew about the mystery.

	Nobody knew about the raccoon.

	And nobody knew how the pumpkin had traveled from place to place.

	Except Oliver and Mia.

	They looked at each other and smiled.

	The mystery had finally been solved.

	And the answer had been much funnier than either of them expected.

	That night, Oliver sat beneath the maple tree.

	The raccoon appeared beside him.

	It pushed a tiny pumpkin toward his feet.

	Oliver laughed.

	“Are you giving that to me?”

	The raccoon squeaked.

	Oliver picked it up.

	“Thanks.”

	Maybe every mystery didn't need a ghost.

	Sometimes, all it needed was a curious kid, a sneaky raccoon, and one very determined pumpkin.

	A Little Mystery to Remember:
Sometimes the strangest things have the simplest explanations. Keep asking questions, look closely, and you might discover a surprise hiding right in front of you.

	 

	 


Chapter 2: The Footprints at the Haunted House
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	When eight-year-old Oliver woke up the next morning, the first thing he saw was snow.

	Not real snow.

	Tiny white footprints covered the grass outside his bedroom window.

	Oliver sat up.

	“That's strange.”

	It hadn't snowed.

	Halloween was only two days away, and the weather was still warm enough for Oliver to sleep with his window slightly open.

	He hurried downstairs.

	“Mum! Come look!”

	Mum followed him into the backyard.

	“What am I looking at?”

	“The footprints.”

	She stared at the grass.

	There were dozens of tiny white footprints leading from the fence to the old house next door.

	“They weren't there yesterday,” Oliver said.

	“Maybe someone walked through with white paint on their shoes.”

	Oliver shook his head.

	“The footprints are too small.”

	Mum smiled.

	“Don't spend all morning investigating mysterious footprints.”

	But Oliver couldn't stop thinking about them.

	After breakfast, he called Mia.

	Ten minutes later, she was standing beside the fence with her notebook.

	“Rule number one,” Mia said. “Never investigate a mystery alone.”

	Oliver nodded.

	They followed the footprints.

	They crossed the backyard.

	They went under the fence.

	Then they continued toward the old house.

	Oliver stopped.

	“Look.”

	The footprints suddenly disappeared.

	Mia looked around.

	“There aren't any more.”

	“How can footprints just disappear?”

	She pointed toward the porch.

	“Maybe they went inside.”

	The front door of the old house was slightly open.

	Oliver swallowed.

	“Should we go in?”

	Mia looked at him.

	“You first.”

	Oliver took one step forward.

	Then another.

	The door creaked.

	Inside, everything was quiet.

	Dust covered the floor.

	Old furniture stood beneath white sheets.

	A grandfather clock ticked slowly in the corner.

	Tick.

	Tick.

	Tick.

	Oliver followed the footprints across the hallway.

	They went up the stairs.

	Mia whispered, “This is getting creepy.”

	At the top of the stairs, they found another set of footprints.

	This time they were smaller.

	Almost like little animal paws.

	Oliver crouched down.

	“Maybe it's not a ghost.”

	Suddenly—

	SCRATCH!

	Something moved behind a door.

	Oliver jumped.

	Mia grabbed his sleeve.

	The door slowly opened.

	A tiny white creature stepped out.

	Oliver stared.

	It was a kitten.

	A very fluffy white kitten.

	It had white paint on its paws.

	Mia burst out laughing.

	“So much for our ghost.”

	Oliver laughed too.

	But then he noticed something.

	The kitten was wearing a small red ribbon around its neck.

	There was a tiny tag attached to it.

	Oliver picked up the kitten carefully.

	The tag said:

	SNOWBALL

	“Snowball,” he read.

	Mia looked around.

	“Where did you come from?”

	The kitten meowed.

	Then it ran down the stairs.

	Oliver and Mia followed.

	Snowball stopped beside an old wooden box.

	She scratched at it.

	Oliver opened the lid.

	Inside was a collection of old Halloween decorations.

	There were paper bats, orange ribbons, candles, and a photograph.

	Oliver picked up the photograph.

	It showed a little girl holding the same white kitten.

	On the back was a date from many years ago.

	“She must have owned Snowball,” Oliver said.

	Mia looked sad.

	“But Snowball is still here.”

	Oliver looked around the empty house.

	“Maybe she never left.”

	Then they heard footsteps outside.

	Mrs. Green appeared in the doorway.

	“Oh!” she said.

	“You found Snowball.”

	“You know her?” Oliver asked.

	Mrs. Green smiled.

	“She belongs to my granddaughter. Snowball escaped from my house two days ago.”

	Oliver looked at the kitten.

	“So she's been hiding here?”

	“Apparently.”

	Mrs. Green laughed.

	“She always loved this old house.”

	Oliver pointed toward the footprints.

	“And the mysterious footprints?”

	Mrs. Green looked at Snowball's white paws.

	“I think we solved that mystery.”

	Snowball meowed.

	On Halloween afternoon, Oliver helped Mrs. Green return Snowball home.

	But before they left, they cleaned the old house and decorated the porch.

	That evening, the house no longer looked haunted.

	It looked warm and cheerful.

	There were pumpkins on the steps.

	Lanterns glowed in the windows.

	And Snowball sat proudly beside the biggest pumpkin.

	Oliver smiled.

	The mysterious footprints were gone.

	But he had learned something important.

	Sometimes a mystery looked frightening only because you didn't know the answer yet.

	A Little Mystery to Remember:
When something seems scary or strange, don't jump to conclusions. Look closely, ask questions, and you may discover that the truth is much friendlier than you expected.
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